PASSAGES  FROM  ARABIA DESERTA
send back some of them, besides the child's father, to seek him:
of their own motion they know not any such charity. If the camel
of some poor widow woman be strayed, there is no man will ride
upon the traces for human kindness, unless she can pay a real.
The little herd-boy was found in the end of the encampment,
where first he had lighted upon a kinsman's tent*
We removed from thence a liitle within the high white borders
of the Nefud, marching through a sand country full of last year's
plants of the 'rose of Jericho.3   These Beduw call them ch(k}ef
Marhab. Kef is the hollow palm, -with the fingers clenching upon
it Marhab is in their tradition sheykh of old Jewish Kheybar.
We found also the young herb, two velvet green leaves, which has
the wholesome smack of cresses, and is good for the nomad cattle.
The Aarab alighted afterward in the camping ground Ghromitl
el-Mosubbai known from far by the landmark of a singular
tower-like needle of sand-stone, sixty feet high, the Towilan.
The third day we removed from thence, with mist and chill wind
blowing, to j. Chebdd: from Chebad we went to the rugged dis-
trict tl-Jcbdl. After another journey, we came to pitch before the
great sandstone mountain chine of Irnan, in Nejd.  Beyond this
we advanced south-eastward to the rugged coast ofTbba Moghrair'
the Beduins, removing every second or third day, journeyed seven
or eight miles and alighted. I saw about el-Jebal other circles of
rude flag-stones, set edgewise, as those of Jereyda.  In another
place certain two cornered wall-enclosures, of few loose courses-
they were made upon low rising grounds, and I thought might
have been a sort of breastworks; the nomads could give me no
account of them, as of things before their time and tradition.
East of Ybba Moghrair, we passed the foot of a little antique rude
turret in the desert soil. I showed it to some riding next me in the
rihla, *Works (they answered) remaining from the creation of
the world; what profit is there to enquire of them?9 'But all such
to be nothing (said Zeyd) in comparison with that he would show
nte on the morrow, which was a marvel: the effigy of Abu %eyd, a
febulous heroic personage, and dame Alia his wife, portrayed
upon some cliff of yonder mountain Ybba Moghrair.'
Wandering in all the waste Arabia, we often see rude trivet
stones set by threes together: such are of old noinad pot-fires;
94